* > By £ 


* 


2 


— 


CONTAINING SEYERAL 6 


+ N EW SONGS. 


** 


F 4 _ 
* — 


1, 8 ; or, the Sweet Little Cherub. 
2. The Sweet Little Avgel 
J. The Dandy—O! : 
4. Bachelors' Hall. 

5. Homeward Bound. 
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POOR JACK; 


SWEET LITTLE CHERUB. 


O patter to lobbers a abs dre ſee, - 
*Bout danger, and fear, and the like, | 
A tight water boat, and ſea-room give me, 
And it e'n't to a little I'll ſtrike; _ 
Tho the tempeſt top-gallant-maſt ſwack ſmooth ſhould ſmite 
And ſhiver each ſplinter of wood 
Clear the wreck, tow the yards, and bouſe ev'ry thingrigh 
And under reef'd foreſail we'll ſcud, 
Avaſt ! nor don't think me 2 milk-ſop ſo ſoft, 
Too be taken for trifles aback. _ . 
8 For they ſay there's a Providence fits up a 10 
5 keep watch for * _ of Poor 9 85 


- * 


_ Why, I 1 1 1560 8 lor ane/day, 
About ſouls—heaven—mercy—and ſuch; , 
And, my umbers! what lingo he'd og and belay— 
Why, 'twas juſt all as one as high Dutch, 
But he faid, how a ſparrow can't nder u ke, 
Withour Sitters that come's down below, - _ 
And many fine thipgs, chat prov'd clearly to me, 
That Providence takes us in tow... 
For, ſays he, d'ye mind me, let ſora ver w oft, 
Take the 1 of ſailors aback, 
... There's a ſweet little Cherub that fits up aloft, 


To keep watch for—the Life of Poor © Jack. 


T Yor 


— 1 ſaid to our roll—ſon you fe the would ery, > os I 
When laſt we weighed anchor far fea, 1 
| What arguſies ſniv' ing end piping yanr eye, 
Why, what a damn d fool eu mult be! 
Can't you ſee the world's wide, and there's room. for us all 
Both for ſeamen and lubbers aſhore ; 
And if to Old Davy Iſhould go my dear Pall, ; 
Why, you never will hear of me more 
What then? all's a hazard come don't be loloft, 
Perhaps I may laughing come back, 
For d'ye ſee, there's a Cherub fits ſmiling aloft, 
To keep watch for—the Life of Poor jack. 


D*ye mind me, a ſailor ſhould be every inch, 

All as one as'a piece of the ſhip, ; 
And with her brave the world without offering ay 

to flinch, 

From the moment the anchor's a-trip, | 
As to me in all weathers, alt times, ſides, &ends, 
| Novght's a trouble from duty that ſprings, 

My heart is my Polls —and my rhino my friends 
Aud as for my liſe tis my king's; be 
E'en N my time comes, ne er believe me @ 
p 


As with grief to be taken a- back — 
That ſame little Cherub that firs up aloft, 
-Will os out a good birth for Poor Jack. 


THE SWEET LITLLE ANGEL. 


HEN jack parted from me to plough os ſalt — 
- Alas, I mayn't fee him again, 
In ſpite of all talking I could not but weep, _ 2 
To help him I'm ſure was in vain: 


* 
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Then he broke from my arms and bid me farewell, 
Sapying, come Poll, my foul it wont do, hs 
So de hear, avaſt whining and ſobbing my girl, 

"Tis all fooliſh nonſenſe in you: 

I could not help thinking that Jack was in right, 

From a ſomething — whiſper'd d'ye ſee, 
There's a Sweet Little Angel that fits out of fight, 

Will refiore my Poor Jack unto me. 


Yet while he's at diſtance each thought is employed, 
And nought can delight me on ſhore, | 

I fancy at times that the ſhip is deſtroyed, 

| And Jack I ſhall never ſee more; 
But then its but fancy! that An el above, 

Wbo can do ſuch a number of things, 

I know will ne'er ſuffer # harm to my love, 

And fo to myſelf I thus ſings; 

What matters repining, my heart ſhall be light, 

For a ſomething there whiſpers, d'ye ſee, 

There's a Sweet Little Angel that ſits out of fight, 
Will reſtere my Poor Jack unto me. 


| m_ ſhould that Sweet Ange), wherever he be, 

et to look out after Jack, 

hy Mes he may never return unto me, 

Ah, never, no never come back, 

But O it can't be, he's too good and too kind, 
To make the ſalt water his grave, 

And why ſhould I then each tale teller mind, 
Or dread every turbulent wave ; 

Beſides I will never kind Providence Tght, 
For a ſometbipg chere whiſper's d'ye ſee, 

FREE s a Sweet Little Angel that fits out of Ws 
Wi er my Poor Jack unto me, 
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Cron — There was a Regiment of Iriſh Dragoons.) . 
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HO' late as a waiter I ran vp and down, 
With bottles, glaſſes, claret, rum, and Brandy—0, 
O now an officer I'm made, I'll have ſervants of my own, 
And be among the Ladies quite the Dandy—0. 


My cravet ſlicks out like a pigeon's breaſt, 
My hat ſo ſmart, my ſword fo long, fo handy—O, 
Like a ſheep's tail at each ear, my bair's compleatly dreft, 
And my military queue you ſee's the n 


My patent blue rib'd r | wear with a grace, 
My watch chains on each fide, hang downſo grandy-O, 
With my ſpy-glaſs in my hand, patch and paint upon my | 


face, 
From my feather to my buckles I'm the * 


* 


At concerts and dances the ladies I will court, 
With words and looks as ſweet as ſugar-candy—O, 

And then for fighting duels, O I ſhallhave charming bos 
n dem me but I ſhall be the nn 


And when à great warrior I come home, 1 
With Jacob here to take a nip of brandy 
For who knows but in time, he'll hang me up for his 


ren Caleb boy, I think you'l be the dandy—O. 
0 | 
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5 BACHELORS? HALL, . 
A favourite HUNTING SONG. 
SUNG AT THE hoes e 7 NEWCASTLE. 


O Bathelors' Hall we fellows invite, 

* To partake of the chaſe that makes up our delight, 
| _ We have fpirits like fire, and of health ſuch a tack, 
That our pulſe Rrikes the ſeconds as true as a clock. 

Did yon ſee us, you'd ſwear, as we mount with a grace, 
=. Tony Diana haddub'd ſome now gods of the wo 


CHORUS... 1 


Hark away, hark away, all nature W gay, 
And Aurora wich ſmiles uſher's i in the bright day. 


nnn 
elding ne er hunter did back, FA 
Tas Tr Trip ned a bay, full of metal and bone, 
And gaily Rob Buxon rode proud on a roan,” 
But 1— horſe of all borſes that rival'd the day, 


Was the Squire's Neck-or-Nothing and that was . 
f . 
Hark away, hark away, while our ſpirits arg 837, 5 
Let us drink to the joys of the next coming day. 


Then for hounds. there was e ſo vell that climbs 

rocks, 

And Cockmonſe a gopd one at ſeveing a 1. 

Little Plonge like a mole who will ferrit and ſearch, 

And . Hawk's Eye, fodead at a lurch, 

' Young Slylooks that ſcents the ſtrong breeze from the "oy 

© And wubeal Eeho-welk with his daep wand. {8 

| | CHORUS, 979 1 

* Hark away, n away, while our ſpirits are 
nn dane of the 1 N 7 
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13 o decks are All of the very beſt blood, - 
Tis'nt likely you'll eafily find fuch a ftud, N 
And for hounds, our opinion, with thoufands we'll back 
That all England throughout can't produce tuck a pack, 
Thus having deſcribed dogs, horſes, and crew, 
t, Away we ſet off for the fox is in view. : 


CHORUS, 


Ties Hark away, hark away. while our ſpirics are gay. 
e, Let us drink to the } Joys of the next coming day. ; 


Sly reyuard „ , while the bounds folks? 2 


3 2 Are welcome to > Bickblom* Hall, 
The ſav'ry firloin grateful ſmokes on the board, + 
And Bacchus pours wine from his plentiful hoard, . 
Come on then, do honor to this jovial place, | 
And enjoy the ſweet pleaſures that ſpring from the chaſe. 
___CRORUS. : 


Hark away, hark away, while . ſoirits/a are © gay, 
Lenne 


HOMEWARD BO⁹] jꝗẽw. 


L ry ſall to the breeze; KEY 
The courſe of my vellel improve, 
1 | I've done with the toils of the'feas; 

| | Ye failors I'm bognd $0. hoes 9-H 


Since Emma is true as ſhe's fair, 
My griefs I fling all to the wind, 

*T is a pleaſing return for my care, 
My miſtreſs is conſtant und kind. * 


1285 HY 
1 " bbs fails are all 1l'd to my dear, 


2 "Fat tropic bird ſwifter can move, 2 
Wo cruel ſhall hold his career 
8 That returns to the neſt of his love. 


Hoiſt ev'ry ail to the breeze, 
Come ſhipmares and join in the bog 


* 


- _ © Let's drink, while the, ſhip cuts the ſeas, 


W 


a "MY FRIEND AND: PITCHER. 


=. IHE Wealthy Fool with gold in gore. 
2 Will Rill deſire to grow richer, 
Give me but theſe, I aſk no more, a 
My charming girl, my ſriend,. and pitcher. 
Vi friend ſo rare, my girl ſo fair: 
| With ſuch, what mortal can be richer ; "TREE | 
_ "Give me bur theſe, a fig for cure. 
With wy ſweet giel, my N29 ear. . 


ſon I'd never 5 
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hen I come home at eve, 
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oz LET, ay friend, and p 
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* 
- The” 3 ever thnns my C 80 , N 
I know not what cn bewitch her, | 
In all my heart can I be poor, 
n my ſweet girl, my friend, and pitcker, 
My friend ſo rare, wk | 
3 3 . 
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